The Triangle	25
We had a glamorous honeymoon because Hoyt had been pro-
moted and was being transferred immediately to the East. From
then on, I followed him on every Army transfer. In those days I
was proud of his ability, and I also admired his aims. Or I admired
what I assumed to be his aims. Hoyt now has no sense of social re-
sponsibility whatever. When he left the Army he turned his back on
a teaching career, Hoyt could have been a brilliant teacher. I am
quite sure he is a mediocre salesman. I don't ktiow how much Hoyt
earns, but I do know we were practically always broke. Possibly I
could have been more economical, but I am not a money-hungry
character. Material possessions mean little to me. My ambition is
to be of service to others. My college training—I will get my degree
in June—has been in playground and recreation work. I am major-
ing in child psychology with special emphasis on the problem of ju-
venile delinquency.
Three months ago a classmate of mine—his name is Michael—
asked me to help out with a recreation project for underprivileged
children. Michael supervises a neighborhood club outside college
hours. Michael grew up in the slums himself; he is absolutely fasci-
nating when he talks about all the jobs he's held and how hard he
has had to sweat and struggle for an education. It's a revelation to
watch Michael with the clubhouse youngsters, a real privilege.
Every Saturday afternoon he and I take our boys and girls—they
range in age from eight to twelve—to the beach, the zoo, a museum,
or something of the sort. I repeatedly invited Hoyt to join us, but he
was always busy with something else.
My relationship with Hoyt has been empty and meaningless for
a long tune. Three weeks ago I realized that I had to put an im-
mediate end to it. Suddenly I awoke to the fact I was desperately
in love with Michael, and that Michael was in love with me. Mi-
chael is unhappily married, too. As soon as we can arrange our
divorces he and I intend to be married. Nothing can stop us.
It nearly breaks Michael's heart to give up his child—he and his
wife have a little boy—but he is willing to make the sacrifice for
my sake. In my opinion, and I speak from experience, it's wrong

